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“ For such, ’tis sweet to think the while 
When cares and griefs the breast invade. 

In Friendship’s animating smile, 

In sorrow’s darkening shade. 

“ Thus it bursts forth like thy pale cup, 
Glistening amid its dewy tears. 

And bears the sinking spirit up 
Amid its chilling fears 3 

“ But still more animating far, 

If meek religion’s eye may trace 
Even in the glimmering earth-bom star. 

The holier hope of grace ! 

'* The hope that, as thy beauteous bloom 
Expands to glad the close of day, 

So through the shadows of the tomb 
May break forth mercy’s ray.” 

Barton. 

A great number of different species of os, othe- 
ra are cultivated in our gardens which have been 
introduced from America, and require but little 
attention in their cultivation, but the flower above 
spoken of is the only one that has been naturalized 
in this country. Some plants are so regular to 
their times of opening and closing that they vary 
but a few minutes throughout the year, but such 
is not the case with this plant. It usually opens 
about five o’ clock in the evening, but is affected 
by the state of the atmosphere. We have very 
few British night-blowing plants ; and Langhorne 
has composed the following lines on this flower; 
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« There are that love the shades of life. 

And shun the splendid walks of fame j 

There are that hold it rueful strife. 

To risk ambition’s losing game. 

“ That far from envy’s lurid eye, 

The fairest fruits of genius rear, 

Content to see them bloom and die, 

In friendship’s small, but kindly sphere. 

“ Than vainer flowers, though sweeter far. 

The Evening Primrose shuns the day, 

Blooms only to the western star. 

And loves its solitary ray. 

“ in Eden’s vale an aged hind, 

At the dim twilight’s closing hour. 

On his time-smoothed staff reclin’d, 

With wonder viewed the opening flower. 

«« 111 fated flower, at eve to blow:* 

(In pity’s simple thought he cried,) 

Thy bosom must not feel the glow 
Of splendid suns, or smiling skies. 

“ ‘ Nor there the vagrants of the field, 

The hamlet’s little train, behold, 

Their eyes to sweet oppression yield, 

When thine the falling shades behold. 

“ « Nor thee the hasty shepherd heeds, 

When love has filled his heart with cares 3 

For flowers he rifles all the meads 5 
For waking flowers — but thine forbears.’ ” 

The expansion of this flower is very remarkable; 
the tips of the calyx are held together by little 





